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Synopsis of Preceding Chapters
Tom Gallon, owner of the Master

Key mine, dies, leaving his property
to his daughter, Ruth, in care of
John Dorr, the mine engineer, whom
Ruth loves. Wilkcrson, superinten-
dent of the mine, plots with Jean
Darnell, an adventuress with whom
ho is in love, to deprive Ruth of the
nine. Ruth goc3 to San Francisco
to meet George Everett, a wealthy
friend of Dorr's, to borrow money

n the mining property to pay for
further development work. Mrs.
Darnell meets her, introduces Uer to
a man whom she falsely represents
as Everett, and takes charge of her
in San Francisco. Hearing nothing

-- from Ruth, Dorr becomes alarmed
and goes to San Francisco, whither
Wilkerson has preceded him. Mean- -

' while Ruth, in a hotel, hears Mrs.
Darnell and Wilkerson plotting
against her. She calls for help, but
is hurried out of the hotel by her
captors, who conceal her in the home
of a Chinese acquaintance of Wilker-son'- s.

Dorr begins the search for
Ruth with the aid of a detective.

trail her to Sing Wah's house,
Stih they enter by force. Sing

Wah forces Ruth to flee with him,
but Dorr takes up the pursuit and
rescues Ruth. Henry Pell, an

is called in by Wilkerson as
an accomnliee to steal the naners

)nrr Hfitppto ri!m nnH niirenoiihim nn
tie fire escape to the roof. A des

perate struggle follows and Pell is
thrown off and killed. Unknown to
Dorr he had thrown the papers into
an alley, Tom Kane arrives just in
time to take part in the pursuit of
Henry Pell. John Dprr was taken

, to jail for the death of Pell, but
Everett soon secured his release.
The deeds thrown into an alley by
Pell were found by a street cleaner
who advertised them and Wilkerson
secured them at last. Wilkerson at
tempted to kidnap Ruth but was;

led by Tom Kane. Wilkerson and
Darnell then left the city for

Los Angeles. A physician ordered
.Ruth to a quiet place to restore her
shattered nerves and Dorr, Everett,
Kutn and lorn Kane an leit ior los
Angeles on the train with the others
vifVin ttAA rlierrnlenil on1 in a liffnt-- 1

ent coachr4 Wilkerson forges trans--j
fers of th jjlecds and sends Drake to
the mines. Everett lends J ohn a.uuu
and sends Kane to reopen the mines.
Troubles multiply and all hurry to
the mines. Wilkerson hires a Mexi-

can bandit gang to rob Kane. A ter-

rific personal combat takes place be-

tween Dorr and Wilkerson, in which
Wilkerson is apparently killed. He
is rescued and revived by the bandits
and the sheriff sends troops to keep
the peace. Dorr .opens a letter left
by Ga Ion telling of the plans of the
lode, leftlin the head of an idol in a
sea chest sunk at sea. The location
of the wreck was scratched on the
Master Key worn around Ruth's
4eck. Dorr in his excitement tears
WeJetter mto two Pats, losing the
lasfpart which falls into Wilkerson's
hands. He sends Vigas to steal the
Key and starts for the sea to recover
the chest Dorr follows and arrives

... . . . nrjii fnur in Timn in ci vv i k uritiiri m iiiuit
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CHAPTER XXI.
"Only an idol."

IIEN tliu chest was bore on
deck, dripping with ocean
slime, corroded nnd mysteri-
ous, Harry Wilkerson stared

at It stupidly. IIU mind went back
down tlio years t that ulght when
Thomas Gallon scliumliis fur his "t- -

fm uunguiur uau iiniwn n iiuu ij
raudlellght. (o the quarrel, to his own

to night and escape.
And now he way about to um fur tbo

Orst time the fatal paper to know tbo
secret of the wealth of the "Master
Key." IIu forgot Ills mir round lugs.

It was .leu n Darnell who recalled
hiui to the present. Slio leaned over

hU shoulder as ho knelt, and the pur-fu-

of her breathed luto lib nostrils.
lie looked up, laughed and then td

the box taken aft.
" w dreamliic." be mIL slowLr.
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Thomas Gallon and His Littlo Daughtor.

Then he looked nt her directly, nnd
she saw the llniue In his eyes.

"Why dream when things are com-
ing true?" she parried.

whether they will all como
true." he said moodily and followed
the chest aft

The curious sailors set the box down
and watted. It was evident from their
attitudes that tbey expected to see
nothing less than great treasure. Oth-

erwise, why this costly expedition?
But WHUerson did not start Immedi-

ately to open the chest Its very ap-

pearance seemed to bewilder him. niid
his hands 'shook. It was Jean Darnell
who stirred blin to activity.

".Vow you've got It." she said impa-
tiently, "hurry nnd open It! The other
launch Is chasing us!"

Wilkcrson stared n round nnd picked
up a marllnsplke. He began to pry at
the lock. Mrs, Darnell angrily jerked
at his shoulder.

"Harry, you fool, here Is the key!"
He took the article she handed him

and nodded. "Sure enough,'' he assent
ed, "we have the key! Funny I had
forgot that."

With some dlfllculty he managed to
clear the lock and Insert the key. It
turned with dllliculty.

A moment later he find pried the lid
back from its setting of rust nnd slime
and they were nil staring ut the sod-
den contents.

There was no sound except the trun-
dling of tbo swiftly revolving propel-
ler nnd the heavy breathing of the
sailors.

Suddenly Wilkerson swung round an-
grily and ordered everybody forward.
Then he began bis slow search.

Old jackets almost disintegrated by
the action of water, pulpy papers and

Wilkerion Stared at It Stupidly.

various odds und ends came to his
hand. The pulp he carefully lnd aside
as being possibly what he wns look-
ing for.

"I'm nfmld the plans are gone," Jean
whispered,

"Wo must II lid them!" ho snarled and
went on with tils tusk.

Halfway down he came upon a gro-
tesque IlKiire dripping with woody
ooze. It stiffly stared up at him as ho
held It.

"An Idol!" laughed Mrs. Darnell.

'Some sailor's curio. Welt, go oa.
koUi don't talk."

An hour afterward Harry Wilkcrson
roso to Ids feet nnd kicked the scatter-
ed contents of the chest into tlio scup-
pers.

The Idol rolled nwny and ennio to
a stop uptight against the bulwarks,
when It presented glazed, mysterious
eyes.

"No plnnsl" muttered Wilkcrson with
a curse.

"Only an Idol!" laughed Jean In wild
derision.

Then her handsome face flamed with
wrath. Shu turned her back con-
temptuously on Wilkcrson nud stared
across the water ut tlio launch which
was pursuing them.

In the bitterness nf her heart was no
mingling of pity for her. tool; only self
contempt that she had depended on
him. helped him.

When she could control herself she
went forward to get out of sight of
the mocking heap of rubbish tbnt had
cost so much.

Presently a sailor made excuse to
como aft nnd peered nt tlio pile of
Junk. The idol cnught his eye. nnd ho
stealthily caught It up nnd hid It in
his shirt. ,

"Good In a pawnshop." ho chuckled.
Thus once more tlio plans of the

mother lode of tlio "Master Key" mluo
escaped from Wilkerson's filching An
gers.

When tlio launch put Into San Pedro
Mrs. Darnell did not wait for Wilker
son.

"I'm going to Is Angeles," she said,
"You'll find me at the hotel if you
think It worth your while."

He looked up from his business of
settling with the divers nnd made a
gesturo to detain her. He seemed to
call out some luartlculato pica.

She merely smiled again and left
She paid no attention 'to one of the
sailors who brushed by her, clutching
a concealed object beneath his jacket

This Individual, once clear of the wa
tcr front, quickly made his way to
a pawnbroker's shop, and the Idol

changed hands for n small sum after
much haggling.

Before Wilkcrson had settled with
the diver John Dorr's launch also
made its landing, nnd the two enemies
would hnvo met except that Wilkcrson
bad to go to bank to cash a draft

As he slipped away he saw the other
boat and lnughcd bitterly. Dorr was
welcome to what there was in tbo old
chest

"There Is just one thing to do," John
told the broken hearted Butb, "and

"I'm going to Los Angeles," the said.

that is to flud out what Wilkerson did
with what he got from your father's
chest"

Tho captuiu of tho other boat re-

ceived them with a good humored
grin and in nnswer to their Inquiries
pointed to the open box nud the arti-
cles scattered on tho deck.

"So far as I could make out," he
went on, "there wusu't anything in the
old chest worth tho trouhlo of going
after. At any rate Mr. ,WHkerson nud
the lady seemed disappointed and put
out."

"Didn't they Uko anything?" de-
manded Iluth, peering curiously ut the
moldy sea chest.

"Not u thlug, so far as I could dis-
cover," was tho reply. "In fact, I

heard tho two of them kind of quar-
reling., and tho lady went off by her-
self."

Tho tbreo of them stared down at
tbo mementos of the long past trage-
dy, and then tho captain suddenly ejac-
ulated, "Yes. thero Is ono thing miss-
ing."

"What is thnt?" demanded John.
"An old Idol. But I'm suro neither

of them took It"
"But what became of it?" John con-

tinued, trying to conceal hi anxiety.
"Maybe one of the men picked it up

for a curio," the skipper said apolo-
getically. "Kvcrybody seemed to thluk
tbo old thing was worthless, and you
know n sailor will grab nt just that
kind of thing. Better ask some of the
crew."

A few moments later Dorr had learn-
ed that ono of tho sailors had Indeed
taken the Image and gone uptown with
It, apparently to sell It.

John thanked the captain, and when
ke aod Buth wero out of earshot be

said, "That idol In what we are after,
Rata."

"But where can we find tp" she
mourned.

"Wo must traco the sailor. Ten to
ono ho'll try to sell It to n secondhand
man. Our best plan Is to look into tho
pawnshops, I think. Ruth," bo an-
swered.

Tho first places they visited gayo up
no information of value. Tho third
pawnbroker looked nt Dorr curiously
when ho asked whether n man had
been In to dispose of an idol.

'That thing seems to be wanted pret-
ty much," he remarked. "But I bought
It in good faith nnd sold it to a Hindu
ri littlo while nfter for u rug. Maybe
you would like to buy a rug?"

..They made It plain that rugs did not
Interest them nud depnrted with tho
poor satisfaction of knowing that the
object of their search was In tho hands
of nn unknown wandering peddler of
rugs, who wns presumably nu Hast In-

dian.
"Wo can't do any moro Just now,"

John told Until.
"No," was tho response. "But I am

'going to keep nn eye out for a Hindu
nig seller. I don't Imagine there aro
very many of them here, so It ought to
be nn easy matter to pick him up."

As they walked back to tho hotel
Buth grow more cheerful. "At any
rate, Wilkcrson nnd Mrs. Darnell miss-
ed It." she remarked.
'"I never understood Just why that

woman mixed herself up in this," John

lit - JH
"All sho is after is money."

said thoughtfully. "You must have
got some notion, Buth. You were with
her somo time."

"Yes, I have au Idea," she responded.
"I'm not sure of all the details, but
It seems Mrs. Darnell knew both fa-

ther and Harry Wilkerson In tho old
days nnd and"

"And what?"
"Well," she went on. blushing divine

ly, "father didn't like Jean and
wouldn't have anything to do with her
nor allow me to either. Sho always
hated father after Hint."

"Wilkerson Is certainly in love with
her," John said presently.

"I think he Is." Buth asserted. "But
shu doesn't care anything about him.
I'm sure. All she is nfter Is money."

Later In the evening us they discuss
ed the events of tho day John brought
up the subject of Wllkernon's anxiety
for tbo papers again nnd recalled the
fact that old Tom Gallon had always
insisted on Wilkerson's knowledge of
something.

"I wonder Just what It wns," he went
on. "If ho knows Just, where that
rich lode is he's concealed his knowl-
edge pretty well, nnd the eagerness he
is showing to get hold of the plans Is
proof that be Isn't sure."

"Ho is spending lots of 'money," she
sighed. "How much longer cun wo
keep this up. John? Surely we aro
broke ngaln?"

"Not so long as good old Kverett
sticks by us." was the response.

"But mnytte father wns mistaken,
and we can't pay It nil back!"

"Nonsense!" he wild reassuringly. "1
can make the mine pay just ns It
stauds. But I promised your father I'd
sec that you got all your rights, nnd ho
certainly meant for you to have tho
wealth hidden somewhere in the 'Mas-

ter Key mine."
"And we've lost the deeds and the

key, nud we haven't found the plnus,"
she sighed.

"I'll And thnt Hindu nnd Ills pre-

cious idol If I have to go to India," ho
said promptly. "Ono thing we won't
have Harry Wilkerson spoiling our
schemes. He'll give up now."

But Wilkerson had not given up. On
bis return from the bnuk he had learn
cd from the launch captain of Dorr's
interest In the Idol, and ho had prompt-
ly followed this clew, with tho result
that ho knew as much about Its where-
abouts ns John nud Buth did, so far
ns its getting Into the hands of nn
East Indian peddler wns concerned.
Whether Dorr had recovered the Image
from him he did not know.

CHAPTER XXII.
The Quoit of the Hindu.
HAT night Wilkerson sought

out Jean Darnell. Sho re-

ceived him In a manner that
told him distinctly that she

was In n towering rage, though shu
was outwardly calm.

Wilkerson paid no attention appar
f tytly to her blazing eyed uor to her re--

strained, "Well, one more your
schemes bare failed."

"Not failed." ho said boldly. "I ad-

mit wo nearly passed up what we wero
looking for. Do you remember that
idol that was In the chest?"

Jean stopped her nervous pacing of
the door and fixed her great, tawny
eyes on Wilkerson.

"Harry." sho said huskily, "I am
weary of this."

"Walt n moment," ho pleaded.
"When I went back to the launch I
found that Dorr had been quizzing the
men about that Imnge."

"And I suppose he had got It"
"No, he didn't One of the sailors

"Walt a moment," ho pleaded.

had picked it up and taken it to a
pawnshop nnd sold it."

She stamped her foot
"Where is it? Whnt has it to do with

the plans?"
"I don't know where It is," he re-

sponded sullenly. "A Hindu rug ped-

dler bought It"
"And Dorr bought It from him?"
"Not yet" he said, risking the state-

ment "Now nil 1 have to do Is to find
Mr. I'eddler nnd get It back."

Mrs. Darnell Hung herself luto a
chair and luugbed hysterically.

"You mean to tell me Tom fJnllon
hid his plans In u heathen Idol nnd
that we overlooked them mid that n
rug peddler has them now?"

She leaned forward, clinching her
soft hands on her knees.

"Do you know nil you have mado
me go through, narry? Kidnaping,
theft, murder yes, murder nnd nt the
end of It nil, when we neither of us
dare breathe for fear of the police fin-

ally getting us, you tell me that n
tramp has got what we want! I'm
done!"

Wilkerson had expected nnd feared
this. He saw his wild efforts going
for nothing. Without her assistance
nnd her money he was helpless.

And profounder even than bis hatred
of Dorr and his desire for tho hidden
wealth was his agony at the thought
of his failure to win this woman whom
he loved.

Love is a noun which conveys to the
ordinary mortal no definite meaning
without nn adjective. There is. Indeed,
nn essence of love, a complete and nil
absorbing passion, before which even
the gods bow and against which the
world Is powerless. Too often we
must describe It as lawless.

Yet it also exists when It evokes tho
reverence of the most cynical. Wil
kerson's love for Jean Darnell was thu
very essence of Ills being.

It had made a bravo of n coward
It had welded a dozeu strands of

weakness, wickedness nud
trenclierousness Into n strong chara-
cterstrong only in its relation to the
woman.

The past few weeks, with their wild-nes- ,

risk, crime and continual plot-
ting, had made the Harry Wilkerson
who was a weakling and sport of

Into a personality who
must be dealt with.

Jean Darnell realized something of
this when he next spoke.

"All this has been disappointing," he
said quietly, his eyes burning steadily
on hers. "But the more disappoint
ments I have to overcome the more
worth while It will mnko you."

"Quito nn old time knight" she snld
scornfully, but with an effort.

"I nin going to get thnt Idol," he
went on. "I know Just two things

"I'm going to get that Idol."

thero are millions In gold hidden In
tho 'Master Key' mine, and tho plans
ure concealed in that Image."

"When will yon have them?" she
cried, trying to light against the man's
evil power.

"Tomorrow," he returned.
"Kvcn if Dorr nnd Until'
IIu nodded gravely. She read the

uiessngo In his eyes nnd shuddered.
Wllkersou laughed. He had won. He
had conquered not ouly tbe woman In
that moment, but himself.

He was nmdy to do murder deliber-
ately, without a qualm. There had
been bora ki hJai another physical
thlret-t- he blood, last.

Ue left Immediately without ea""-- V

erlng hi plan. He knew1 tht. itot
Bnnl vicory would not ,bo woafiwlktr
bo could ml Jrnn Darnell's soft aaC
avaricious palms with glittering
heaps of gold, gold thnt ran over,
tpllled In luxuriant nt reams over her
clutching fingers: gold Uiat rang under,
her feet, that mounted Uko an euiii
oping flood about her tin her flesh mr
bathed In it

Thnt night he paced the floor of Met
room, dreaming of gold and of MooeV

So the next morning when John Dear,
fared forth on his quest for the hj
peddler Harry Wilkerson was not ae
behind him, watching his every raorev
studying him, trying to rend whnt wa
In his mind. And nil with the grectf
question before hint:

Had John Dorr the idol?
While these two were seeking as

the strnngu lmngc of an unknown tetf
there wns n third who hud found hi It
the goal of his life's toll.

When God conceals himself from k
In time of stress nnd ngony, when bm
has closed his brazen heavens nnd mmr
prayers die in the empty air It Is ha-m-an

to build for ourselves a tangible
God, one whom we can see and feci,
into whose face we cun look und bo-fo- re

whoso feet we can lay our offer-

ings and our petitions.
In n far city in India men had died

of famine. The earth had turned to
Iron under their plows and tho heavena
to brass above them.

They had implored a hundred god
for help and made offerings at a tae-san- d

shrines. There had been no re-
sponse. Tho smoke of the burnlnjr
ghata by the side of the shrunken rir-c- r

told the sorry tale of prayer unan-
swered.

And In their last misery men turned,
as men will, to one who dreamed. Re-
ality was death. Dreams held out th
promise of life.

And this dreamer, ns do nil who fol-
low a vision, made his dream into a
god.

People listened to his tale of a ddtj-wh- o

was merciful to listen and power-
ful to save. They fed on tlio dream-
er's words and called him a prophet

Yet still the earth refused food, as
the river shrank within its bed. Tben
they went to tbe prophet and called on-bl- m

to save them and to call his god
to their aid.

Like many prophets, he found hlnv
self forced to materialize his dream Irv
order that the common folk might eeq
nnd believe, for be had taught them
that unless they believed thero wns no
salvation.

"How can wo believe In a god whonr
wo cannot see?" they cried.

"I believe, though I do not see not
feel." ho told them. But they wcrei
not satisfied and menaced him with
death.

So he took metals nnd fire and mndet
an image of his god nnd made a shrhsq
for It and set the Image In tbo shrine,
where all might sec nnd worship.

And tho people prayed to this neir
god and laid offerings at his feet and

A Hina'u Selling Rugs.

looked Into his eyes aud called upon
him to savo them, as his prophet had
said be was able.

Thus, with the folk believing on tbo
god of his vision, the prophet prayed
hIho to the spirit of the deity, nnd the
rains came from Uir hlllx, nnd the riv-
er rose, and th onrth grew greeu.

When tluy had len saved ami tMr
xtuunchs were full the petple went
away nnd left tho prophet alone with
his god nud his deserted shrine.

Yet always In time of trouble nnd
stress they remembered tbe god who
had saved them and returned to hi
worship, bo that in season other proph-
ets of him arose nnd erected a temple
and taught the people to bring offer-
ings nt nil times.

Thus the Image becamo the Image of
the tutelary deity of tho city and ljs
river, with other Images to do him
homage und obey his commands.

Centuries passed, nud tho god still
maintained his place. His priesthood
prospered; ids temple was never empty.

And one day u drunken sailor wan-iere- d

Into the templu to stare nt the
heathen wonders, nnd when he slipped
away tho nlcho of the god was vacant- -

"Ho has gone on a journey," Raid thu
terrified priests and concealed the theft
But tho high priest sent several of hi

Iuulou acolytes throughout the world

(Continued oa Fourth Page)


